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COSFIDENCE, OR .NATIONAL .SUI-
CIDE? By Arthur Edward Stilwell
New York: The Bankers Publishing

Company.

IS is a beok of business habit.

None of the padding of long

and indireet speech here. Each

chaptar. compact of substance

sufficient for the average vol-

ume. Fwvery sentence, the shortest cut be-
tween two points, A man, experienced
in the huilding of railroads. he::e. with
frankness and vigor, gives his views on
the railwa? situation in the United States.
The book sums in a manly, patriotic ap-
peal for confldence from the people and
for fair piay from the lawmakers. to ttfe
end that this, the greatest of economic
sgencies, be left free (o develop ':n the
interests of national prosperity. 'l':n» su-
preme immediate need of the railways,
so this author saye, s that thev en the

one hand escape dogmatic radicalism. and
that on the other they be encouraged by
the stimulus eof protected stability. *““The
verv dav that traffic rates are fixedly es-
tablished for fifteen Years we would in-
augurate a period of the rreat_est pros.:
perity eour natien has vet witnessed.

Other countries. our neighbor Mexice, for

le, are glad tn grant this defined
:::S:'lpu confident of a rirh.return in
lands, opened up and settled. in employ-
ment and products and currents of com-
merce, these activities that so closely fol-
low the success and Prosperity of the r_a:'.l-
roads. To radicalism this writer lscnhe..
our chief economic Ganger .“De‘l‘rrtlrtl\'e_
radicalism started the panic of 1007.
“There it no sane reason for the slump
in American securities; craps are nearly
normal.” and so on. Sp-:taru_!arjesiala-
tive performances have made the investor
nervous. insecure. “Foreign investors
have recently withidrawn from contemn-
plated purchases of $1I0.06M.00 of railway
bonds.” Expansion is impessible under
these conditiors. "“James J. Hill says that
200,000 (10 needs to be expended by Amer-
fcan -allroade in the next tem vears [
believe it. 1f =ome law could be passed
calculated to overcome the distrust re-
garding our securitier this money could
be found here and in Eyrope.” The author
makes convincing reflections on the work
of railroad commissions as raiiroad opera-
tors. He closes with an interesting plan
for an American legion of honer, com-
pose of men recognized as national up-
builders. among whom he counts James J.
Hill, George Westinghouse. Andrew Car-
negie— men who would be of great use in
upholding and sustaining national credit
and honer and in establishing confidence.
Fvery word of this book contributes to so
clear a business statement of a business
matter. the whole is so quickly grasped,
so0 essily understood, and is, withal, s0
clean an ~iposure of the side of the case
that people either do not or will not un-
derstand that it should spread everywhere
235 a pamphlet of public education.

BACOSN IS SHAKESPEARE. By Sir Ed-
win Durning-Lawrence. Bart,, B. A,
11.B.. ete. New York: The John Me-
‘Bride Company.

l.ast week, in the da)'s work, there
rame to hand a study of Shakespeares.
The closing chapter of this discussed the
delusions that have, from time to time,
risen about the great poet. Amoang these
“gelusions" was counied the '*‘Bacon con-
roversy ™™ Now. this week brings a
handseme., imwnressive volume bursting
with proefs that Bacon is Shakespeare. A
volume to rejoice students of medieval
tvpe. keen, as sleuths, to scholastic error.
1ot on the trail ef the tweo-faced wicked-
ness of words. This thorcughgoing au-
thor. hendling the modern instruments
for detecting literary rascality, puts the
screwms ‘ot Willam  Shakesneage, Fhat
““mean. drunkén, fgnorant and absolutely
unlettered rustie of Stratford.” Here are
original portraits, of Bacon, of Shake-
where by some amaszing devilry

the former passes into an appearance of
the latter. FEven the tomb of -Shake-
re rears te confcund him. for, from
one of its faces, bearing an efligy of the
poet. is offered a facsimile of “the back
of the left arm™ and also one of “‘ine
front of the léft arm™ whose coverings—
any four-corners tailor-man will tell you—
must be of like fabric, cut and make. But
here, in slovenly ‘prentice style. “the
front left arm™ builds into the ensemble
of Shakespeare, while the back is left te
the original possessor, Bacon. There are
other facsimiles—all damning—of signa-
tures, of title pages and inside pages, of
parts of manuscript—what not. Moreover,
the secret intew” of that awful and por-
tentous word, ‘Honoriflcabilitudinitatibus™
uneolls in a8 juggernautic roll over Wil-
flam Shakespears Beside t..ese cryptie
unfoldings, Lord Palmerston, Coleridge,
Jehn Brignt. Bismarck, Emerson. Whit-
tier, Mark Twain and others of eminence
come to judgment against the bard of
Avon. To one built for the chase the
whole is an interesting pursuit, pointed
by =cholarship. seumen, industry. ‘Most
people, however, prefer to read Shake-
speare. Since Lord Bacon, in those fear-
mome times, took such infinite pains to
eover his work—if this ba his work—in
order to keep his own head and shoulders
in a sustaining relation to each eother.
taking. in the meantime, no thought fer
the fate of poor fhakespeare's head. per-
hape. in this case, the compensations of
posterity belong to Willlam Shakespeare.

WITH STEVENSON IN
J. Moors. lllustrated from phote-
graphs, letters, ete. Beston: Small
Maynard & Co.

Mr. Moors' book on “R. L. 87

thngs that has vet been
Sitevensor:. FEvery known thing as well

as every imaginable one. about the philos- ; has just put a complete system of wiri

oephv, the art, the method of this belov-
e man has been chaken,” aired and
sunned over and over again. This. how-
evar, s another sgort of revelation, a
daily doerstep acquaintance, full of per-
senal things—appearance, moods, man-
ners, what he said upon this occasion,
what he did upon that one. And the reader
is getting just what he wants here,
that is., he is getting closer and closer to
Stevenson. He. too, as it were, sits on
the doorstep with the rest, laughing st
this pagan man going about barefoot and
‘m shirt sleeves. To see him get mad and
thrash around and swear, like anvbody
else, !s worth while. To be able to com-
plain of him with the other neighhors
when he so persistently and noislly tries
to learn the flute, is an experience. To
see the meas he makes of money matters
and the beautiful simplicity with which
he collaborates with Lloyd Oshorne and
“Facny,”” not seeming to know that there

were very real reasons why he should!

not do this—all these things make a very
valuable addition to our friendship for
the man. The author gives much, per-

overmuch, of Samoan political life.
Yet, this, too, is an Indirect light on Ste-
venson. At the last, he draws a poetie
and mournfu! picture—really an appeal-
of a lonely, neglected, tangled grave on
the summit of Mount Vaca. The tomb,
built by devoted Samoans, bears on one
face, in native characters, “The Tomb of
Tusitala,” and on its eastern face Steven-
son’s triumphant death song:

“Under the wide and starry siy

Drig the grave apé let me die.

Glad did 1 live and gladly die,

And I lald me down with a will.

This be the verse you grave fer me:

Hers lles where be langed to Le;

Heme is thg sallor. bome from seg.

And the bunter bome from the BilL."

ONCE. By John Matter.
Henry Holt & Co.

Maybe yoy will not believe this storv,
but it is true.

Ir a little prefatory note—which this
particular reader did not catch at all
till some time after the book had been
read (and this is the strain on your cre-
dulity)—the anthor quotes one man and
a'tudes gratsfully to another one. These
two men are Robhert Louis Stevenson and
Kennmeth Grahame. Now, all along the
reading of this book, two men, besides
the author LKkept us companv—and they
were the very two men of the foreword.
So many times in i, this good touch

New TYork:

!

SAWOA. By M. | dislike him, and probably you have good

in Samoa | pugnacious angle.

im one of the most intimate everyday |thing any more: yoy couldn't prove it by
written about | M® what day of the week it is.

l

|

'owner or freight shipper this side of the
{ Crosswater hills if we have the right on

S i

with children. this never having gotten
away from their fun and play, this way

1

ers wonderful pictures of the poor k.74
Paris. with a bheautiful ministering

of lookihg at things as children do and | church ever at hand. pictures of soul ex-

talking about them as they do, brought
first ene and then the other of these two
writers to the reader's elbow In whim-
sicel, chuckiing delight ever the matter.
That is what we think about the book.

THE BARRIER. By Rene BRazin, au-
thor of “The Nun,” etc. New York:
Charles Scribmer's Sons. Washing-
ton: Brentane's.

In a story of French and English fam-
ilv life Rene Basgin here pictures the
quest of the séul for those things of
which it, while on earth, stapds in need.
The hero of this spiritual adventure is
a veung Englishman, born and bred and
steeped ag such. The path of his search
Hes along the way of the poer, the sick,
the outcast. for the sources of their suc-
cor and hope. This leads him in com-
piete conviction and self-renunciation. at
the last. into the Romigh faith. The au-
thor's art makes a very strong and beau-
tiful stery cf thirg not uncommon per-
sonal struggle with the gpirit. Bazin has
8 rare gift of pprtrayal. This story cov-

|
|
f

2 & NEWS AND

UCH interest is being manifest-
ed in the approach of the Cor-
coran Gallery’'s third blennial
exhibition of oil paintings by
living American artists, which

will epen in December. This mayv seem
some time ahead, but the fact that with-
in the past few dave the paintings by
American artists residing in Paris, -
tended for this exhibitien, were shipped
from France. indicates that the time is at
hand. The fact is that all pictures sub-
mitted to the jury ef selection must be
entered by November 8, though they need
not be delivered before the 24th at the
gallery. Every effort is being made to
insure a high standard for the exhibition,
the best works of the leading pdinters be-
ing specially invited.

Mr. Richard N. Brooke, the president of
the Society of Washington Artists and the
vice principal eof the Corcoran School,
who has had large experience in such
matters, is at present visiting artists’
studiogs in Philadelphia. New York and

Boston. Mr. Minnegerode, assistant di-
rector of the Corcoran Gallery, has,
moreever, been in Chicage this week on
somewhat a similar errand, visiting the
Chicago Art Institute and viewing its an-
nual exhibition, which will close in time
for many of the exhibits to come here.
All of this gives reason for bellef that
the exhibition will be most notable.

!

$
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COLLECTION of work done by the
students of the Pennsylvania Acad-
emy of Fine Arts has been on exhibition
this week in the hemicyele hall of the Cor-
coran Gallery. This collection was se-
cured through the American Federation of
Arts, which has {ts head office in this city,
and included drawings and paintings. 1t
represents work done in the antigue, life,
portrait, still life and composition classes,
and admirably illustrates methods of in-
struction. Some of the exhibits are wel!
up to the professional standard and all
are virile and impressive.
To be sure it is picked work., the best,
probably, which has been produced in the
several classes, but even so it is very

periences, of its triumphs and defeats.
The whele seems so simple and even a
tale that its consummate art appears
only when one stands off and rcflects

upon \l.

MASTER OF THE VINEYARD. By M¥fr-
tle Reed, author of “Lavender and
0Old Lace,” ete. New York: G. P.
Putnam’s Sons.

According to the schoolmaster, litera—.
ture separates broadly into fact and fic-
tion. Our present psychie activity, how-
ever, with great possibilities brooding
close, is producing a hybrid species. fact
and superfact combined—or fiction and
superfiction. if you pleasc. Mjyrtie Reed's
new book is one of this sort, One man

and two women here evolvea a double love
episode. One of these moves along the

well worn path of propinquity, with the|

regulation meetings, professions and part-
ings as its medium. The other one per-

mits the principals, so to speak, to lock!
the door on their own bodies, while the
disembodied part of each goes out to meet !

commendable and noteworthy. There is
a boldness, freshness and spontaneity
about it which promises much when cou-
pled with sound principles. This exhibi-
tion was primarily for the benefit of the
students of .the Corcoran Scheol who are
working along somewhat similar lines.
*
* ¥

I.\' the leoan A

Gallery has recently been placed a
marble bust of Milton E. Aijles, jr., which
fs the work of Rudolph Evans. And an
excellent piece of work it is in truth. The
little lad’s childish features are beauti-
fully modeled with a touch both light
and assured. The expression is vital and
charming, and the whole effect wonder-
fully enﬁug‘mg. Mr. Evans has succeeded
in infusing life into the marble and in
interpreting not only the guise but the
spirit of <hildhooed. This bust {8 one
of the latest and without doubt one of
his best works. Mr. Evans was a Wash-
ingten boy, and the model of his Mor-
ton memorial, his first important commis-
slon, was executed here. But for several
years now he has had a studio in New
York. .
*
* ¥

IS8 BERTHA E. PERRIE has re-
opened her studio in the Art Stu-
dents’ l.eague building after an absence
of nearly four months. The early part
of the summer Miss Perrie spent in New
Hampshire, the latter part at East Glou-

cester, Mass. From both places she has
brought back with her many interesting
pictures—the most interesting that she
has painted for several vears, Where she
stayed in New Hampshire the country
was hilly: long vistas were closed by
the uprising land: there were pine groves,
open meadows and little brooks screened
by masses of light foliage.

At Gloucester there were the picturesque
old wharves, the fishing schooners and
the dazzling water of the sea. All these
she painted, and with unusual strength
and feeling. Her interpretations of the
wood interiors, low toned and rich in
color, are no less true than her transcrip-
tions of the Gloucester sailing craft seen
under the brilliant light of the open =ky,
nor are they less charming. There has
alwavs been solidity in Miss Perrie's
work, a sound veracity which has car-

|
collection of the Corcoran |

the other. No one knows how this ex-
perience—because it was most exciting
and abs=orbing—might have interfer~d with
the peace of tihe poor girl corfiped to the
usual material arts of allurement. had
rnot the other woman, the psychic lady,
}convluded to go back home to her hus-
{ band whom she had left, as it turned onut,
| temporarily. One ilkes this move on her
{ part, for the young man of the story is a
| wavering. unconvincing fellow—made so,
| more than likely, by those uncanny, in.
corporeal fittings of his. At any rate,
i the story ends in his marrying the poor
{ material girl. and really going to work at

his grapevines, which he loathed. and

which had siiffered gr-atly by his recent
lcomplete absorption in the matier here set
‘ down. This settling down to his busines;
is what -gives this book its title and cov-
| &re the lids with pictures of bunches of
, grapes. Maybe we are not yet ready for
i this sort of revelation,

| FLAMSTED QUARRIES. By Mary E.
Waller, author of “The Woodcarver
of Lympus,” etc. With illustrations
by G. Patrick Nelson. Boston: Lit-
tle, Brown & Co.

“To thore who toil.”
The spirit of the dedication is the

B
t spirit of the book. The author embodies

! the dignity of laber, the courage of self-

{ sacrifice and the nobility of forgiveness

vaudeville, and, after that Flibbertigib-
bit of an orphan asylum. before she be-
came Aileen Armagh of the Flamsted
quarries, Plamsted itself iz a small
village in Maine, with i's native life cen-
tered in the granite quarries that give
the book its name. Social and industrial
conditions are presented with forceful
simplicity, and the strong lights and shad-
ows of human emotions, good and bad.

have been the real men and women of
whom the author writes, A strong. char-
acter of the hook is a C(atholic priest,
“*the heart of the guarry,” who devotes
his life %0 humanity and gives it, at
last, for a child. g

But it is the work of thie quarries and
the men who do it that makes the splen-
dor of the story. and makes it worthy
to be dedicated to the world's greatest
and best factors—the men and women
who toil.

IQLD MOTHER WEST WIND.

ried conviction: but to thizs she hag lately
added a touch of plctorial interest, select-
ing her subjects with wise discrimination,
A little later in the season it Is hoped
that Miss Perrie will find it possible to
hold an exhibition in this city of her sum-
mer's work.
*
* % :

ISS ALINE SOLOMONS, who also
_ has a studio in the Art Students’
League building, has likewise recently
returned to Washington. She did not
work during the summer, but is now
painting a very attractive still-life
study—a picture of a brass jar filled
with marigolds, which stands beside un
open book, on a polished mahogany
table. A piece of tapestry forms the
background, and with the color of the
tlowers, jar and book lends decorative
lepharm. It is an interesting study, and
Miss Solomons is rendering it with the

utmost skill.

Ll'(‘IEl\' POWELL i=x at hls summer
home at Airmeont, Va., and will not

open his studio in the T.enman building

until November 3. He is not idle, how-

ever. In fact, he has had more work

than he could execute all summer, as

a result of his trip to the east. This
week he seut off five water colors, which
had been ordered, one to Californla, an-
other to Minnesota, and the others to
less remote states. 1le has orders for
others from an art collector in Switzer-

»
OB

NOTES OF ART

studies is of a mountain brook, the
high bank of which rises abruptly in
the foreground of the picture, 1t is
an intimate and a mature study, such
ag some that Wyant made, with the ut-
most regard for truth and aceuracy.
true is it that the charm of the place
js .felt, and the artist's emotion im-
parted to the observer. Mr. Key also
made a very pleasing little sketeh of
one of the mountain roads at sunset,
and yet another of sunrise among the
hills. Several of Mr. Key's pictures of
Washington, among them the old Key
mansion, in Georgetown, are being re-
produced in color by a well known firm
of lithographers.
5 .
h =
HE George Washington TUniversity
discontinued the School of Architec-
ture this autumn because of lack of
funds for its support, but at the request
of the students the faculty is continuing
it. Mr. A. B. Bibb, who was the dean,
and is now conducting the school, has
taken the studio once used as a class-
room by the Art Students’ League, and
more recently by Mr. Gerard Barry, the
portrait painter. To it have been moved
the casts and other paraphernalia, and
here the several classes, numbering in
all more than forty students, are meet-

ing.

Fn addition to the usual elementary
work this school follows the Beaux Arts
courses, and comes directly under the
supervision or esplonage of the Beaux
Arts committee on education. This

land, and from another in Venice. These
are all of scenes in the Holy Land, and |
are painted, or to be painted, from
sketches made while there. Mr. Powell |
will not dispose of his original skeétches,
but he proposes to exhibit them in
Washington thi=s autumn. He returned
from KEgyvpt and Palestine, it will be
remembered, only the  latter part of
June.
4
% ¥
OHN R. KEY spent the summer, or
at least the greater part of it. at
Luray, where he made nuymerous studies
of the mountains. These he brought
back with him this week, and will use
as rtudies for larger canvases. One
of the most interesting of Mr. Key's

-

means that the work done by the stu-
dents of this school is the =ame as that
done by some of the largest schools In
the country, and that it is regularly
placed in competition with that of others.
For instance. a problem is given out by
the committee in New. York. This is
sent to all the schools wherein this course
iz followed. Preliminary sketches are
made and sent to the committee. These
are judged and returned to be worked
ut, or “rendered.” Several weeks later
the renderings are received. placed on

exhibition and impartially judged. These |

age rated according to merit, and “men-
tions” are very genuinely to be coveted.

At the close of the scholastic year cer-
tain awards are made, chief among which
is .the “Prize of Paris,”” which gives

|
| times they have in the Green Meadow | furiousiy,
{and under
i The meadow i a pla
Sl it L S { little animal creatures of the woods and |
are.drawn.vividly from models who must | ,1qs “but the Great Pine is a tribunal |
| where Old Mother Weat Wind dispenses

By
Thornton W. Burgess. I1llustrated!

| know everything.
| knowledge they should read about Old experience in his

by George Kerr. Boston:

Brown & Co.
There ma2y be naturalists too narrow-

in a heroine who was “little Patti” of |minded to accept Grandfather Frog's ex-

planation as to why lhe has ne tall,
Jimmie Skunk's ancestral reason for
wearing gtripes, but natyralists do net
A& a helpful guide to

Mother West Wind and her bagful of
Merry Breezes. and of the wonderful

the Great Pine on the hillL
vground for ail the

| justice in odd times when she isn't turn-
ing mills or blowing ships te sea. George
Kerr must have plaved with the Merry
Breezer in the Green Meadow, for how
else could he have made such exact pic-
tures of Peier Rabbit and Joe Otter and
of Johnny Chuck, and of that dear, in-
dustrious Mrs. Trout, as she started out
to get some nice, plump flies for dinner?

BY REEF AND TRAIL; Beb Leach's
Adventures In Ficrida. By Fisher
" Ames, jr. IMNustrated by Charles
Livingston Bull, New York: Charles

AND ARTISTS. «» &

l

three vears' study in that city at the
Ecole des BReaux Arig and an annual
stipend of B1,000, As architecture is the
backbone of all art, it seems more than
urgent that the local schoel,
already attained excellent
among the schools of this ceuntr
be continued and strengthened.

standing
y, should

£
¥ %
N London this week a most important
meeting has been held, an internation-
al town-planning conference. Delegates
have been sent from all nations, and the
Royal Academy has lent its galleries at
Burlington House for the exhibitions of
drawings and models. By reques: of the
English committee, thiyty-two of
Rreat water-color drawings made by
Guerin, Campbell and others illustrating
the park commiesion's plan tor the future
development of Washingtop were sent to

this exhibition. as were also certain draw-
ings of proposed improvements in Chi-
cago, St. Paul
found their inception in the Washington
plan. Two Americans only were among
tlie speakers—Danfiel H. Burnham, chair-
man of the lately appointed art com-
mission, and Charles Mulford Robinson,
a well known writer on civic improve-

ment. Mr. Burnham's subject was
*“Cities of the Future.”
=
& &
HE night classes at the Corcoran

School will reopen Monday. These
are purposed especially for men and boys

who are occupied during the day. Rlieh-

ard N. Brooke is the instructor in charge,
buf§ during his abszence Mr. Messer will
take his place.

-
* &

HE American Civic Association. be-
lleving Washington to be a strategic
point, moved its offices last winter to this
city, and now it has announced its next
annual convention to be held here in De-
cember. The dates are the 14th, 15th and
16th, and follow closely upon the opening

of the Corcoran Gallery's exhibition. The
Civie Association’'s last convention was
held in Cincinnatj a year age, and brought

Little, !
|

|
Hn
T

which has !

the {

and New York which |

Scribner's Sons. Washington: Bren-

tano’'s,
Sportsman and naturalist will alike find )
irills of excitement in the adventures
| with which this book abounds. Bob

| Leach is only a bey, but he deveiops a
| man's courage and certainly a man's
encounters with mighty
| marine monsters off the Florida coast.
'The giant ray, for instance: “‘Charging
it sprang clear of the water,
{ outspread like a migantic bat, lts enor=
‘mous mouth distended and its two great
fleshy fins flapping. A= Bob and the
' professor sprang overboard the ray fell
upon the launch, smothering it and hcat_-
|ing its broken timbers under water,”
i which is merely a hint of as exciting a
! fish =tory as any Walton would want to
iread. There iz a ride under the waves
on the back of a huge turtie, that "went
'down with a rush that tore white streaks
' through the water,” and by way of va-
| riety Bob's experiencea as deputy war-
| den in pursuit of unlawfu! hunters of
egrét plumes and wild turkeys. As a
| elimax there iz a hunt for pirates’ gold
{buried on a deserted isand, in which
Bob and his boy chum and two despera-
does—but that would be telling.

together many notable persons interested
in the advancement of its art and in civie
| betterment. Bringing these people to
| Washington is another step towafd estab- |
lishing it as an art center. ,
&
P
'gT ig not generally known that the United |
States forest service is sending out!
traveling exhibitions,” or, more properly, |
a traveling exhibition. This consists of
| forty-four photographs mounted on eleve:n
Ifoldcr.-. which illustrat® the work and
aims of the bureau of forestry. Pictures
, are given of the forests in various parts
| of the United States and of the various |
uses to which they are put. They nre|
admirably chosen, pletorially interesting,
and In not a few instances genuinely!
artistic. Thi= exhibiilon is =eut to public
| schools and libraries. and. though but

lately assembled. has traveled far.

L
& =
BRIEF description and several very |
handsome pictures of the fountain |
| designed and executed by Mrs. Harry |
Payne Whitney for the International Bu- !
| reau of American Republics are given in
| the October issue of the International
Studio. This is a pecullarly interesting
‘ work and one which should be reckoned
| among the art treasures of the city., It
is not only intrinsically meritorious, but
especially adapted to iis place.
-
& ®

G. FISCHER, who has been abroad
allsummer, is expected to return to-
morrow. He is bringing with him, it is
understood, some very fine works of art,
!palntinn and art objects.. In the V. G.
Fischer galleries an interesting collection

of drawings by the old masters is now on
view.

|

L ]

]
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R. MAX WEYL has reopened his stu-
dio on H street, but is still spending
much of his time in the country sketch-
ing. Mr. Weyl has built a studio for him-

self just outside the city on tthe Tth stree:
road extended, and has painted there all
summer. LEILA MECHLIN.

THE TAMING OF RED BUTTE
-~ WESTERN.
BY FRANCIS LYNDE.

(Copyright, 1910, by Charles Scribnor's Soms.)

CHAPTER VIII.—Continued.

Lidgerwood sat back in his chair and
smiled. -

“l den't blame you much, Maec; this
thing is getting to be pretty binding upon
all of us. But I think you are mistaken—
in your conclusion, I mean. Hallock has
been making an inventory of material
on hand fer the past week or mere, and
now that I think eof it, I remember hav-
ing seen your wire and the telephone sets
included in his last s=heet of telegraph
supplies.”

*“There it goes again.” said the train-
master.. sourly. “Every time I get & half
hitch on that fellow something turns up
to make it slip. But if T had my way
about twenty minutes I'd go and choke
him till he’d tell me what he has done
with that wire.”

Lidgerwood was smiling again.

“Try to be as fair to him as you can.”
he advised, good-naturedly. *I know you

reasons. But have you stepped te ask
Yourself what possible uge he could make
of the stolen material?"”

Again McCloskey's hat went to
“1 don’t know

the
any-

But 1
can tell you one thing, Mr. Lidgerwood™
—shaking an emphatic finger—" "Flemister

and telephones in his mine, and {f he h:gl
the stuff for the svstem shipped in over
our ralircad the agent at Little Butte
doesn't Lknow anything about it 1
asked Goodloe, by les!"”

But even this was unconvincing to the
superintendent.

‘““That proves nothing against Hallock,
Mac. as you will see when you cool down
a little,” he said.

“I know it doesn’'t,”” wrathfully; ‘“‘neth-
ing proves anything any more. sup-
pose I've got to say it n—I'm all in,
down and out.” And e went away.
growling to his hat-brim.

l.ate In the evening of the same dav
Benson returned from the west, coming
in on a light engine that was deadhead-
ing from Red Butte to the Angels shops.
He sought out Lidgerwood at once, and
fiinging himself wearily into a chair at
the superintendent’'s elbow, made his re-
port of the dav's doings.

“] have and I haven't,”” he said, be-
ginning in the midst of things. as his
habit was. “You were right about the
track connection at Silver switch. It is
in:; Flemister put it in himself a month
ago. when he had a carload of coal taken
up to the back door of his mine.”

“Did you go up over the spur?”

“Yes, and ! had my trouble for my
pains. Before I go any farther, Lidger-
wood, I'd like 10 ask you one T;mlon-—
can we afford to quarrel with Mr. Pen-
nington Flemister?"”

“Bensen, we
moment to quarrel with the biggest mine

our ‘aide. Spread it out. What did you
find "

Benson sank a little lower in his chair.
“The first thing I found was a couple of
armed guards—a pair of tough-looking
citizens, with guns sagging at their hips,
lounging =around the Wire-8liver back
door. There is quite a little nest of
buildings at the old entrance to the Wire-
Silver. and a stockade has been built to
inclose them. The old spur runs through
2 gate in the stovkade and the te was
open: but the two toughs wouldn't let
me go inside. 1 wrangled with them
first, and tried to bribe.them afterward,
but ft was no go. Then 1 started to
walk around the outside of the stockade.
which {s only a high-board fence, and
they objected to that. Thereupon I told
them to go straight to blazes and walked
away down the spyr, but when I got out
of sight around the first curve I took to
the timber on the butte slope, and climbed

| were ratding the company.

shan't hesitate a singie

into Flemister's carefully bullt inclosure.”
“Well, what did you see?”

look at it. There are half a dozen build-
ings in the yard, and two of them are

a distance, I s=aid to mys¢lf that the
lumber in them hadn’t been very long out
of the mill. One of them is evidently the
power house: it has an iron chimney set
ir: thg roof, and the power plant was run-
ning.”

For a little time after Benson had fin-
ished his report there was silence, and
Lidgerwood had added many squares to
the pencilings on his desk blotter before
he spoke again.

“You say two of the buildings are new;
did you make any inquiries about recent
lumber shipments to the Wire-Silver?”

1 did.”” =aid the young engineer, sob-
erly. “So far as our station records
show, Flemister has had no material,
save coal. shipped In over either the east-
ern or the western spur for several
months.”’

“Then you believe that he took your
bridge timbers and sawed them up into
lumber?”’

“I do—as firmly as [ believe that the
sun will rige tomorrow. And that isn't
all of it, Lidgerwood. He i= the man
who has vour switeh engine. As | have
sald, the power plant was running while
1 wa® up there today. The power is a
steam engine, and if vou'd stand off and
listen to it you'd swear it was a loco-
motive pulling a light train up an easy
grade. Of course, I'm only guessing at
that, but 1 think you will agree with me
that the burden of proof lies upon Flem-
ister.”

Lidgerwood was nodding slowly. “Yes,
on Flemister and some others. Who are
the others, Benson?"

“I have no more guesses coming. and
1 am too tired to Invent any. Suppose
we drop it until tomorrow. I'm afraid it
means a fight or a funeral, and 1 am not
quite equal to either tongm."

For a long time after Henson had gone
Lidgerwood sat staring out of his office
window at the masthead e¢lectrics in the
railroad yard. Benson's news had mere-
Iy confirmed his own and Mc(Closkey's
conelusion that some one in authority
was in collusion with the thieves who
Sooner or
later it must come to a grapple, and he
dreaded it.

It was deep in the night when he
cloged his desk and went to the little
room partitioned off in the rear of the
private office as a =sleeping apartment.
When he was preparing to go to bed he
noticed that the tiny relay on the stand
at his bed’'s head was silent. Afterward,
when he tried to adjust the instrument,
he found it ruined beyond repalr. Some
one had connected its wiring with the
electric lighting circuit, and the tiny coils
were fused and burned into solid littie
cvlinders of copper.

CHAPTER IX.
Judson’s Joke.

Barton Rufford, ex-distiller of illicit
whizsky in the Tennessee mountains, ex-
welsher turned informer and betraying
his neighbor law-breakers to the United
States revenue officers, ex-everyvthing
which made his continued stay -in the
Cumberlands impossible, was a man of
distinction in the Red desert.

In the wider fleld of the west he had
been successively a claim-jumpet.-a rus-
tler of unbranded cattle, a telegraph op-
erator in collusion with a gang of train
robbers, and finaily a faro “lookout’ —the
armed guard wiho sits at the head of the
gaming table in the untamed regions to
kill and kill quickly if a dispute arises.

Angels acknowledged his citlzenshio
without joy. A cold-blooded murderer,
with an appaliing record; and a man
with a temper like smoking tow, an itch-
ing trigger finger, the eye of a duck
hawk and catlike swiftneas of movement,
he tyvrannized the town when the humor

to a point from which I could look over

was on him; and as yet no counter-bully

‘“Much or little, just as you happen to:

new and unpainted. Sizing them up from |

had come to chase him into oblivion.

For Lidgerwood to have earned the en-
mity of this man was considered equiva-
lent to ore of three things—the superin-
tendent would throw up his job and leave
the Red desert, preferably by the first
train; or Rufford would kill him: or he
must kill Rufford. Red Butte Western
.opinion was somewhat divided as to which
horn of the trilemma the victim of Ruf-
ford's displeasure¢ would choose. all ad-
mitting that, for the moment. the choice
lay with the superintendent. Would Lid-
gerwood fight, or run, or sit still and be
slain? In the Angels roundhouse, on the
second morning following the attempt
upon Lidgerwood’s life at the gate of the
Dawson cottage, the discussion was spir-
ited, not to say acrimonlous.

“I'm telling you hyenas that Collars-
and-Cuffs ain't going to run away,” in-
sisted Willams. who was just in from
the all-night trip to Red Butte ard re-
turn. ‘““He ain’t built that way.”

lLester. the roundhouse foreman, him-
self a man-qualler of no mean repute,
thought differently. Lidgerwood wpuld,
most llkely, take to the high grass and
the tall timber. The alternative was to
“pack a gun’ for Rufford—an alterrative
quite inconceivable to Lester when it was
predicated of the superintendent.

“] don't know about that,” sald Jud-
| son, the discharged—and consequently
| momentarily sobered—engineer of the 271. I
| “}e's fooled everybody more than once!
| since he 1it down in the Red desert. Tirst |
| crack, everybody said he didn't know his
business, ‘cause le wore b'iled shirts—
he does know it. -Next. you could put
vour ear to the ground and hear that he |
didn't have the sand to round up the!
mavetick R. B. W.  He's doing it. 1|
don’t know but he might even run a
bluff on Bart Rufford. if he fait like it.”

“(rome off, John!" growled the big fore- |
man. “You nedn't be afrald to tald
straight over here. Ife hit you when you
was down, and we all know you're only
waitin' for a chance to hit back.”

Judson was a red-heade] man, effusive-
1y good-natured when he was in liquor,
and a quick-tempered tighter of batt'es
when he. was not.

“Don't vou make any such misiake!™
he snapped. “That's what McCloskey
said when he handei me the ‘good-bye.’
‘You'll be one more to go round feelin’
for Mr. Lidgerwood's throat, I suppose,’
says he. By cripes! what 1 said to Mac
I'm =aying to you, Bob Lester. | know
good and well a-plenty when I've ecarned

'-NY

Frequentets

OU KNOW.” remarked the
observant-looking man, as
he glanced up from the
pages of his book, “I call
a public library reading

ing room like this a silent or mum club.”

He again applled himself to the work
before him, but he was evidently not a
qualified . member for the organization
he had named, and was subject to at-
tacks of loguacity. As he glanced
around the room over the tops of his
spectaclegs he observed:

“Over there is a man whom I have
seen, off and on, in the library for twen-
ty vears past. Yes, 1 mean the individual
with the bald head and the crooked legs,
whose nose seems to be always giving
him trouble and demanding attention.
There he goes—eating peppermint loz-
enges—I know they're peppermint loz-
enges, because I once smelled them. He
was always the same, that fellow. Dur-
ing the twenty vears I have mentioned
I have often disccutinued my visits to
the libraries in this city—the Capitol and
the Public Libraryv—-but when 1 returned
to resume the old routine, as it were,
there was our friend over yvonder, just as
though he were part and parcel of the
establishment. He's bound to drop into
the reading room of either, or maybe
both, libraries every day.

“When these library fiends, T call them
—perhaps I'm one mysell--pass over, as
the =spiritualists say. 1 believe they’ll
haunt these places. That reminds me—
did you see in the paper where the read-
ing room of the Capitol library was ac-
tually =said to be haunted? [ tell You,
there may be something in it.

E

® =
“T often amuse myself, when we have
in the reading room a representative gath-

ering of one sort or another, in naming
the particular crowd thus collected to-

my tglue envelope. 1If I'd been in the!
super’'s place the 271 would have hLad a |
new runner a long time ago!" |

“Oh, hell! 1 say he'll chase h's feet.”
puffed Broadbent, the fat machinist who
was truing off the valve seats of the 105,
“If Rufford doesn't make him, there's
some others that will.”

Judson flared up again.

“*Who you quotin® now, Fatty?

One o' !
the shop 'prentices?

Or maybe it's Rank |
Hallock? Say, what's he doin’ mon-
keyin’ round the back shop so much
lately? 1'm going to stay round here till
I get a chance to lick that scrub.”

Broadbent sinoried.his derision
mere enginemen.

“You ra'l pounders 'd better get next to
Rankin Hallock,” he warned. “He's the
next rsup'rintendent of the H. B. W.
You'll see the ’pointment circular the
next day after that jim-dandy over in
the Crow’'s Nest gats moved offn the

map.”
Ruf-

of all

“Well, I'm some afeared  Bart
ford's likely to move him,"” drawled Clay,
| the six-foot Kentuckidn who was filing
|lhe 195's brasses at the bench. **Which
| the same I ain’'t rejoicin’ about, neither,
; That little cuss is shore a mighty good
 railroad man. And when vou ain’t rub-
hi;:: his fur the wrong way Le treats vou

white,”
|r “For instance?”” snapped [Hodges, a

4
]

elght engineer who bad been thrice *‘on
.tie carpet” in Lidgerwood's office for
| overrunning his orders. )

“Oh. they ain't so0 tlame’ hard to find.”
| Clay retored. 'Last week, when we was
|out on the Navajo wreck, me and the
boy didn’'t have ro dinner buckets. Brad-
ford was runmnin' the super's car, and
when Andy just sort o happened to men-
tion the famine up along, the little man
made that Jap cook o hig'n get us up a
dinner that'd made your hair frizzle. He
shore did.”

“Why don't you go and take up for
him with Bart Rufford?’ sneered Broad-
bent, stopping his facing machine to set
fn a new cug on the valve seat.

“Not me, "I've got cold feet,”” laughed
the Kentuckian. “I'm like the little kid's
daddy in the Sunday-school song—I ain’t
zot time to die yet—got too much to do.”

It was Williams' innings. and what he
gaid was cautionary.

“Dry up, you fellows; here comes Grid-

gether. Sometimes the readers will be
all evidently fairly well-to-do, but en-
gaged in perusing a somewhat frivelous
clags of literature. These I call the dilet-
tanti. Then, there's a bunch I dub the
wise duffers or deep files, These are seri-
ouwsly engaged, to all appearance, in col-
leeting material for practical use, or chas-
ing some elusive bit of information to its

lair. Sometimes 1 glance around and
ceec that we number several Individuals
whose appearance suggests bhard luck,
and then I =av we're the club of the

down-and-outs. ['ve even composed a
ballad after the siyle of Kipling on the
latter theme.

“Then. T class our memyers into two
grand dlvisions, which comprise all]
subelaesifications. These two prinecipal
classers are the casuals and the regulars.
Leaving the fair frequenters of the read-
ing rooms out of the gquestion, T may say,
generally spcaking, that the casuals are
apt to be busy men and tihe regulars idle
men. I have in numbers of instances
otserved the transition from a casual to
a regular and vice versa. 1 hdve seen a
casual dropping in at odd times, and I
instinetively surmised that he was place-
hunting. At first there was some hope
and briskness in his manner, and he

then anxiously. Then he got limper and
limper. and his stays in the reading room
grew longer, and he seemed to devote
himsz2lf more to his book or magazine—
evidently selected initially for the purpose
of killing time—and less to the clock., He
grew careless in his attire, and finally—
he became a regular.

‘“‘Sometimes I have lost sight of a reg-
ular, to see him show up again in the even-
ing occasionally or on a heliday, with
quite a smart and swagger air in com-
parison with his previous listlessness,
Perhaps, however, he would lose his job
and become a regular again. All these
incidents in life's changing phantasma-
goria are to bhe seen by a regular fre-
quenter of a reading room like myself.

¥

“Ordinarily, the regular is a solitary and
silent individual like myself” (the speaker

seemed strangely oblivious to his loqua-

J

ley.
(To be continued tomerrow.)

tiousness), “but there are exceptions.
Now, observe those two Individuals over

the |

would glance at the clock every now and |

of Public Reading Rooms.

there. T call them Damon and Pythias.
They are actually inseparable. If one
should show up without the other, vou
may be sure it will be only for a few
minutes. They are regulars, and have
been for as far back as I can remember.
The especially hard-featured man has, it
seems to me, a face like a medieval Ital-
jan, and, although they may be relations,
there is certainly no similarity of personal
appearance between them I have en-
countered them often in other public
places—museums, art exhibitions and the
like—and they were always together.

“Our friend yonder, with his back to-
ward us, has a thick head of halr in eool
weather, while he is quite bald In sum-
mer. Yes, the reason for the transforma-
tion is quite plain, indeed, he wears a wig.
1 believe this circumstance led to the un-
doing of a frlendship which ‘Wiggy —I
call him thus, trusting it is not too disre-
spectful—formed with another elderly in-
dividual some time ago. The latter gen-
tleman, who was himself quite bald, but
who sported a beard of noble propor-
tions, was also near-sighted, insomuch
that, while engaged in reading, the top
of his nose almost grazed the printed
page. He had spoken with his friend of
the wig, had turned again to his book,
but soon lifted his head to make a re-
mark. It was a very warm day, and the
gentleman with the wig had, in the brief
interim between their t.-nm'ersallnn.‘re—
moved his artificial head covering. Wha:
was the amazement of the other when he
beheld his vis-a-vis so strangely and sud-
dently transformed! I never saw a man
evince astonishment so strongly.
started in his chair, and almost fell over
backward. Then [ noticed the posses-
sor of the wig hold that article up in an
explanatory, though rather shamefaced
way, and evidently proceed to explain the
metamorphos’s, while the expression of
the other gradually altered from its spas-
modlc character to one, [ fancied, of
some anger and pique, as though he did
not geiish being startled in that manner,
wig or no wig.

]
s 8

“The weather being changeable at the
time, the owner of the deceptive cranlal
appendage would sometimes wear (it
while, again. he would discard it, accord-
ing to the atmospheric conditions. This
manifestly puzzled Lis reading-room ac-
quaintance, and finally exasperated him,.
inasmuch as he was observed to actually
avoid the man of the wig. 8uch is the
transient nature of all sublunary things.

“Sometimes 1 have observed what [ be-
lieved to be very pathetic occurrences in
a.reading room. On one occasion, for ex-
ample, [ was sitting near an elderly lady
of very meager aspect and attire, when I,
in company with others imw the vicinity,
war: startled to hear a groan followed by
a heavy thud. The unfortunate woman
had fallen to the floor, and, as I helped to
raige her up. I was afrald she was dead.
But she soon revived. and refused all
proffered assistance to her place of resi-
dence. Clearly, thought I, a case of des-
titution of the meost acute character, and
of a pride which refused aseistance and
even shrunk at any knowledge on the part
of others of the lamentable state of
things. What was my surprise shortly
afterward to see this lady walking along
the street well, not to say somewhat gayly
attired, as her bonnet or hat was adorned
with ribbons of bright hue.

*One winter’s night a man in a huge

overcoat and stiff, high-crowned hat
rather the worse for wear, seated himself
near me, and a number of books were
brought him. The volumes were of huge
size, and when piled up on the desk in
front of him they completely hid the man
from view of any one in front. From the-
recesses of his big hat this singular speci-
men of the casuals—for I mever saw him
again, and conclude that he belonged to
that classification—drew out three eggs,
the contents of which he absorbed in a
manner which indicated that they were
raw. The eggs had evidently been kept
from breaking by being imbedded in a
huge handkerchief, which plaved a useful
part in the gastronomic performance I
have described. After his al fresco meal
the man laid his head on the edge of the
desk, behind his pile of books, which lie
never touched, and went sound asieep.
His slumbers continued until the closing
of the room for the night, when, being
awakened by an attendant® he took his
departure.

t.*
“One would think, perhaps, that a

He |

‘regular’ frequenter of a reading room
would grow tired of such occupation,
or relaxation. I don’t think that, as a
rule. he is. a student along any par-
ticular line, as the casual is apt to be,
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He just browses around, and you are
more likely to see him engaged in read-
ing a magazine or illustrated paper
than a work of science or philosophy.
There are exceptions, to be sure. That
Young man with the intellectua! head is
apparently ‘swallowing’ the dictionary,
to use the vernacular phrase. At all
events, that ponderous tome in front
of him is a dictionary of the English
language, and that he is a foreigner I
know from hearing him speak. He is
apparently taking this method for
acquiring a knowledge of the native
tongue,

“The fascinated absorption with
which seme persons peruse the news-|
papers in the perijodical reading room
of the Library of Congress is remark-
able; also, it is likely to render one
somewhat impatient when he is waiting
his turn for a view of the jourmal in
order to find some special article., I
have seen readers who, after appar-
ently devouring every word, not in a
voracious or hungry manner, but like
a cow’chewing the cud, then started to
read the pages backward. This may

NEW BIOGRAPHY AND HIS-
TORY.

Among the interesting of the
yvear are two autobiographies—those of
George Cary Eggleston, the author, and
Alexander Irvine, the church and soclal
worker. The latter's account of his ef-
forts to help the oppressed is espedcially
inspiring. The books in the following list
have been added to the Public Library:

Biography.
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Clutten-Brock, Arthur.
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] J. W,
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Daris, Aladison.
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E-Di56e,
Shelliey, the man and
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Short Rioeraphigal Dictionary
ure. E-SUR3T. Reference.

Public Career of Montgomery

T. M. Life of

Grandfather's Legaer.

not have actually been the case: 1
merely state my Impression while
awaiting my turn for a glance at the
periodical.”

il

Poetic Justice.

was in one of thoze cafes patronized

principally by women, where, when a |
man inadvertently strays thereinto he feels !
something like the way a woman muﬂ!
feel when her back hair falls off as she's.!
strolling along the Avenue during the!
rush hours. He was all the way in be-
fore he saw where he was, and he decided |
to stick, rather than run the gantlet of |
a score of pailrs of feminine eyes in
escaping. So he sat down, drew his feet
as far under the chair as possible .and
gave his order to a giggly waitress who
seemed to be having a lot of fun about
something.

As he was finishing his soup an elderly
dame—one of the kind whose mouth
draws down severely at the corners and
who looks at you through a lorgnetie as
though she was examining a specimen—
took the chair o te. 8he picked up
the menu card, ra her lorgnette and
studied the young man over the top of
the card, her expression saving, as plain-
ly as words, “Now, who left the door
open so0 he could get in here?” “‘ith!
bowed head he busied himself with his
!;O‘i]]’\. tilting his plate for the flnal spoon-
ui.

The elderly dame, rapped on the table
with the handle of her spoon, and remark-
ed, in tones of chilling displeasure:

“Young man. don’t you know that it is
the lieight of bad form to tilt »our soup
plate that way?”

He gasped, turned a deep salmon pink
and stammered hig excuse—his intentness
upon capturing a last bit of noodle—very
sorry—beg a thousand pardons—etc., etc.
And, as the remainder of his lunch was
on the table, he decided to brave it out
and finish. Little did he know how the
gods were working for him, and how he
was to be, in a few brief minutes, an in-
strument of perfect poctie justice.

The eclderly dame wzs eating her rolle—
the crisp, crusty, pocketbook sort, you
know—while waiting for her Ilunch.
Bregking off a particularly brittle bit and
bending it so as to put a bit of butter
within, the morse! slipped from her
fingers, and the spring of it carried it
across the table, where it struck with a
“ping” squarely in the middle of the
young man's plate. Was he quick-wit-
ted enough to take advantage of the
sitnation? Well, was he!

Straightening in his ehair and assum-
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